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wist not how.' His departure was delayed a night so that he
could watch her dance and draw a final comparison. Mary, he
announced,tf danced not so high and disposedly as she did/

During his stay Melville had witnessed the creation of Dudley
as Baron of Denbigh and Earl of Leicester, dignities which were
meant to fit him to wed Mary. The ceremony was performed
with great solemnity, but as the new earl knelt gravely before
Elizabeth, her sense of fun got the better of her and she tickled
his neck.

Melville had played Elizabeth's court game admirably, but
the humour of it rather eluded him. He thought her envious of
Mary and took an unfortunate report back to feed his mistress's
suspicions, telling her that in his judgement there was neither
plain dealing nor upright meaning in Elizabeth, but great dis-
simulation. The fact was that he had given too sympathetic an
ear and too much time to Elizabeth's critics and enemies.

One of Melville's secret tasks in London had been to make a
last - but, as it turned out, a futile - attempt to liven up the
Spanish marriage project, which had proved abortive. Mary
wanted to make sure that hope was dead before turning to an
alternative plan. This was a marriage with her cousin, the young
Lord Darnley, whose mother, the Countess of Lennox, was the
daughter of Margaret Tudor by her second husband, and there-
fore grand-daughter of Henry VII. Mary herself was descended
from Margaret Tudor by the first marriage, and while her claim
to the English succession was therefore stronger on the ground
of descent, it was weaker in the fact that she was alien born.
Both Darnley and his mother had been born in England, where
the Earl of Lennox had lived since Henry VIIFs reign as an
attainted Scottish exile. The marriage offered a treble advan-
tage; it would merge the two claims, obviate rivalry, and bring
over to Mary's side the Lennox and Catholic faction in England.
So glowing were the illusory accounts of the numbers and
strength of this party that Mary was led to think that with Darn-
ley as with Don Carlos she could afford to snap her fingers at the
dilly-dallying Elizabeth. He might not be as great a match as
Don Carlos, but at any rate he was of royal blood and infinitely